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One  of  the  pleasant  things  about  starting  a (journal?,  house  organ?  fanzine?  ) 
whatever-this-is  is  that  we  have  no  editorial  constraints  other  than  those  legal 
and  ethical  (at  least  those  few  ethics  we  have). 

Let  us  bore  you  with  our  goals  and  ideals.  Other  WTI's  (whatever-this-is's)  have 
high-minded,  intellectual,  repectable  purposes.  Ours  are  really  simple  (as  are 
we).  We  enjoy  numislit  (That's  short  for  numismatic  literature  - I'm  too  lazy  to 
write  out  both  words.)  and  are  we  egocentric  enough  to  think  that  others  like  it 
enough  to  put  up  with  our  ramblings,  figuring  that  the  price  is  right  and  that,  just 
maybe,  something  of  genuine  interest  may  accidentally  he  included. 

We  will  be  more  than  happy  to  print  any  correspondence  you  send  us.  Our 
editorial  policy  is  simple.  We  like  your  stuff;  it  goes  in.  We  don't  like  it;  it  stays 
out.  You  want  to  send  us  a letter,  great;  we  appreciate  it.  You  got  a complaint, 
fine;  it's  probably  justified.  You  have  a suggestion;  so  long  as  it's  not 
biologically  impossible,  we'll  probably  accept  it.  The  wonders  of  computers  make 
it  disgustingly  easy  to  get  words  recorded. 

So,  (as  did  hundreds  of  thousands  of  well-intentioned,  now-defunct  publications) 
we  plan  to  put  out  these  minor  opera  (plural  of  opus)  whenever  the  muse  strikes. 
Then,  we  can  bother  between  the  times  our  Fixed  Price  Lists  and  Auctions  come 
out. 

So  there  it  is. 


Myron  Xenos 
Ken  Lowe 
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A BOOK  ABOUT  BOOKS 


The  concept  for  Out  on  a Limb  comes  from  questionable  origins  and  I approach 
this,  the  pilot  issue,  obliquely  and  with  a somewhat  pusillanimous  attitude, 
knowing  that  many  numismatic  publications  have  started  slowly  and  finished  fast. 
Fortunately,  It  won't  be  necessary  to  make  a real  profit,  and  since  we're  not  sure 
what  we  are  trying  to  accomplish,  that  makes  2 goals  whose  lack  of  achievement 
won't  mark  our  demise. 

Books  are  somewhat  akin  to  rabbits.  Sometimes  their  contents  are  fuzzy,  they  hop 
about  from  topic  to  topic,  they  breed,  overbreed,  Inbreed,  and  pay  no  attention  to 
how  many  others  around  them  are  doing  the  same  thing.  Taking  time  to  reflect,  I 
have  a lot  of  books,  to  which  my  friends  always  ask  "Have  you  read  all  of  these?" 
Poetry  provides  the  most  concise  answer  to  this  question. 

Still  am  I busy  books  assembling 
For  to  have  plenty  Is  a pleasant  thing. 

In  my  conceit  they're  nice  to  have  in  hand. 

But  what  they  mean  I do  not  understand. 

If  that  doesn't  exude  enough  humility,  let  me  proffer  this  plagarized  2-Uner. 

Unlearned  men  of  books  assume  the  care 
As  eunuchs  are  the  guardians  of  the  fair. 

One  of  the  neat  things  about  books  is  that  if  they  are  old  enough  and  obscure 
enough,  you  can  copy  the  dickens  (no  pun  Intended)  out  of  them  and  no  one  will 
ever  know  for  sure.  Of  course,  this  doesn't  help  if  your  professor  gives  "pop" 
quizzes. 

Since  I can  think  of  no  segue  from  books  to  catalogs,  let  me  just  say  thanks  to 
everyone  who  smiled  at  our  First  Mail  Bid  Sale.  It  had  some  faults,  but  so  does 
California. 

Along  with  some  partially-blank  pages,  our  catalog  contained  one  entire  blank 
page,  to  which  we  enter  this  defense. 

By  blunder  for  which  we  have  ourselves  to  thank. 

Here  Is  a page  which  somehow  got  left  blank. 

So  all  our  customers  in  vain  will  look 
To  find  a fault  in  THAT  page  of  our  book. 

So  back  to  books.  Through  the  years  of  collecting,  each  of  us  develops  strong 
favorites  that  make  the  blood  race  and  the  hands  shake.  Mine  happens  to  be 
antiquarian  numismatic  books,  from  centuries  other  than  the  20th.  Their 
condition  Is  often  tempered  by  dust,  dirt,  pollutants,  weather,  unknowing 
spouses,  uncaring  friends,  circulating  libraries.  Insect  life,  and  other  tortures  of 
the  damned.  I have  some  shelves  of  these  books,  which  can  often  be  located  by  the 
olfactory  senses  as  one  first  enters  the  library. 

For  the  row  I prize  Is  yonder 
Away  on  the  unglazed  shelves. 

The  bent  and  bruised  octavos. 

The  worn  and  dusty  twelves. 
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Most  book  collectors  harbor  at  least  some  inner  desire  to  write  a book,  perhaps  to 
feed  the  ego  or  take  some  subconcious  shot  at  elusive  immortality.  Someone  said 
that  immortality  doesn't  set  in  until  the  5th  edition.  I've  never  been  proiific 
enough  to  write  more  than  a page  or  2 at  a time.  I'm  going  to  take  one  last  cheap 
shot  in  rhyme,  so  if  my  pentameter  is  not  lambic,  it's  because  I'm  only  half  Greek. 

A BIBLI-ODE 

Each  bookstore  beckons  me  "Come  in. 

For  somewhere  on  my  shelves  hides  your  desire." 

The  book  I find  may  be  obese  or  thin, 

but  it  contains  the  things  that  set  my  mind  afire. 

It's  not  intrinsic  vaiue  that  I seek, 
for  paper  by  the  pound  has  little  worth. 

But  let  me  say,  with  tongue  pressed  into  cheek, 
that  book  can  be  a good  friend  here  on  earth. 

So  when  my  time  to  pass  on  does  arrive, 
and  I must  go  without  a second  look. 

The  way  to  stay  eternally  alive, 
is  if  my  name  gets  written  in  a book. 
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SEMI -REGULAR  FEATURES 
(or  until  we  decide  they're  crummy  or  too  much  work) 


Theory  : "Numlslltmanlacs"  (Numismatic  bibliophile  sounds  so  respectable  and 
dignified  when  the  term  just  applies  to  a bunch  of  guys,  mostly,  who  like  books 
and  stuff-llke-that  about  coins  and  stuff-llke-that.)  treasure  their  library  (the 
term  they  apply  to  all  the  stuff  they  have  scattered  all  over  the  place  because 
they  haven't  gotten  around  to  putting  It  In  boxes  where  they  put  the  stuff  that 
they're  too  lazy  to  shelve)  more  than  everything  else  except  for  their  family  (so 
they  say)  and  their  dog. 

If,  however,  anything  matches  the  Joy  of  acquisition  and  possession.  It  is  the 
NLM's  (numislltmanlac)  love  of  talking  about  books.  One  of  the  neat  things  about 
both  our  first  flxed-prlce-llst  and  our  first  mall-bld  sale  was  the  number  of 
people  who  phoned  In  orders  and  bids  long-distance.  Whenever  we  received  a call, 
we  tried  to  be  as  brief  and  as  efficient  as  possible  (which  for  us  Is  being  about 
half  as  efficient  as  your  basic  bueaucrat)  to  avoid  running  up  the  phoner's  bill. 
Without  exception,  each  person  also  wanted  to  chat  about  numislit,  about  his  (I'm 
not  being  sexist:  no  "hers"  have  phoned  yet)  library,  and  about  his  observations 
about  the  hobby  in  general.  If  this  trend  continues,  we  are  going  to  ask  the  phone 
company  for  profit  sharing. 

The  callers  were  uniformly  enthusiastic  and  grateful  about  our  list  leading  us  to 
draw  some  conclusions.  First,  each  of  us  Is  convinced  that  we  are  the  only  ones 
who  have  this  malignant  Interest:  whenever  we  find  someone  else  who  shares 
this  mania,  we  are  so  grateful  to  find  that  we  are  not  alone  that  we  undergo  a 
catharsis.  Much  like  the  Coleridge's  Ancient  Mariner  who  felt  compelled  to  tell 
his  tale  of  grief  and  woe,  we  NLMs  "cathart"  our  tales  of  numislit. 

So,  (after  forcing  you  to  endure  only  three  paragraphs  of  digression),  we  plan  on 
having  semi-regular  features  In  Out  on  a Limb:  underappreciated  or  underknown 
(?)  references:  bibliographies  for  certain  collecting  areas:  Inside  dope  (for  all 
the  dopes  Inside)  about  numislit,  people  we  subjectively  think  are  important,  and 
major  events.  Also,  we  will  Interview  people  about  their  own  libraries, 
collections,  and  recollections.  Finally,  one  of  the  really  exciting  things  about 
this  hobby  is  "finding  the  treasure"  or  hearing  of  "The  Big  One  That  Did  Not  Get 
Away:"  how  you  found  your  Crosby  in  a library  sale  for  35  cents:  how  somebody 
paid  you  fifty  bucks  to  take  their  complete  from  1888  set  of  The  Numismatist:  or 
how  you  got  Dr.  Sheldon's  original  manuscript.  Also  some  surprises  await 
(translation:  things  we  can't  tell  you  because  we  want  to  amaze  you,  or  maybe  we 
are  just  leading  you  on  because  we  haven't  thought  of  anything  else  yet). 
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NEWSNOTE 


Q.  David  Bowers,  of  Bowers  and  Merena,  Inc.,  has  announced  that  his  firm  has 
been  chosen  to  auction  the  Norweb  Collection  of  American  coins  by  R.  Henry 
Norweb,  Jr.,  in  three  auction  sales  beginning  in  October  of  1987.  Mr.  Bowers, 
who  described  the  collection  as  "a  cabinet  of  legendary  proportions,"  ranks  the 
American  portion  of  the  collection  as  one  of  the  most  important  numismatic 
holdings  ever  gathered. 

Background  information;  R.  Henry  Norweb,  Sr.,  the  former  American  ambassador 
to  Great  Britain,  and  his  wife  Emery  May  Holden  Norweb,  were  each  from  socially 
prominent  Cleveland,  Ohio  families.  The  daughter  of  Albert  Fairchild  Holden,  a 
Cleveland  philanthropist,  Mrs.  Norweb  had  been  bequeathed  her  father's  advanced 
cabinet  of  coins  in  1913.  Subsequently,  Mrs.  Norweb  served  as  a Councilor  of  the 
American  Numismatic  Society,  as  President  of  the  Cleveland  Museum  of  Art,  as  a 
fellow  of  the  Royal  Numismatic  Society,  and  as  a fellow  of  the  Smithsonian 
Institution,  to  which  she  donated  a 1913  Liberty  Head  Nickel.  Previously,  she 
donated  a Brasher  doubloon  to  the  American  Numismatic  Society. 


AN  EVENING  WITH  THE  NORWEBS 

or* 

What  Are  Two  Nice  Boys  Like  You  Doing  In  a Place  Like  This? 


On  March  21,  1987  I received  an  invitation  from  Henry  and  Libby  Norweb  to  a 
dinner  and  presentation  about  the  American  Numismatic  Society:  its  history,  its 
present  activities,  and  its  future.  My  only  thought  was  that  there  had  to  be  some 
grievous  error  on  their  part.  I am  merely  a bourgeois  member  who  has  never 
written  for  them,  and  has  only  donated  a pittance,  unless  there  is  a word  for  less 
than  a pittance. 

1 was  requested  to  bring  a guest:  My  first  thought  was  to  share  this 
breakthrough  in  upward  social  mobility  with  my  friend  and  fellow  yutz,  Myron 
Xenos.  Myron  was  the  only  one  I considered  as  we  share  a love  of  numismatics,  a 
sense  of  adventure,  and  more  importantly  a sense  of  the  absurd. 

One  thought  kept  recurring,  why  me?  Could  it  be  because  this  was  my  prize  in  the 
Publishers'  Clearing  House  Sweepstakes?  Regardless,  no  theories  made  any  more 
sense  than  do  George  Will's  explanations  for  aid  to  Iran. 

Soon,  another  letter  arrived  from  the  Norwebs.  Ah,  they  have  discovered  the 
error  of  their  ways,  and  are  diplomatically  going  to  retract  their  invitation.  By 
God,  no!  In  the  letter  they  thank  me  for  accepting  and  even  give  me  directions  to 
their  modest  bungalow. 


THE  EVENING  BEGINS  - (in  present  tense  with  asides  by  yours  truly  and  his 
truly,  Myron)  Myron  arrives  at  my  abode  wearing  his  tax  suit  (which  is  still 
pending),  I wear  my  best  funeral  suit.  We  stop  Chez  McDonald's  for  an  appetizer; 
we  certainly  would  not  wish  to  be  boorishly  hungry,  and  then  audaciously  rowlph 
down  our  food  due  to  an  incipient  attack  of  pernicious  hunger.  How  gauche! 
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We  arrive  at  the  fog-shrouded  manse  with  great  anticipation  and  little  concern 
other  than  the  possibility  that  the  Immigration  and  Naturalization  Service  would 
be  there  after  having  discovered  that  our  relatives  had  entered  Ellis  Island 
illegally  some  years  ago,  and  we  would  summarily  be  deported  to  Minsk  and 
Paeaonla. 

We  are  greeted  at  the  front  door  by  a valet  parker  offering  his  services  to 
relocate  the  Xenos  chariot.  Thank  heavens  for  fog.  His  vehicle  lowered  property 
values  in  Kirtland  (so  exclusive  that  it  has  an  unlisted  Zipcode)  by  significant 
mlllage. 

Subsequently,  we  are  welcomed  by  a gen-yoo-lne  official  butler,  who  offers  to 
take  our  wraps,  and  to  get  us  the  beverage  of  our  choice.  The  masquerade 
continues.  I know  it  is  inappropriate  to  ask  for  a glass  of  Ripple;  I settle  for  a 
ginger  ale.  Myron  selects  a spiritus  ferment!.  We  are  then  warmly,  affably,  and 
ingratiatingly  greeted  by  R.  Henry  Norweb,  Junior  ("Please  call  me  Henry!)  who 
ain't  never  been  called  Hank  in  his  life.  Hank  resembles  Douglas  Fairbanks, 
Junior  with  a few  more  wrinkles.  Henry  (somehow  the  appellation  5i£  or  Your 
Majesty  comes  to  mind)  bids  us  enter.  Immediately  the  proper  name  tag  is  slapped 
over  my  chestal  area  by  a young  woman  wearing  a name  tag  of  Sande  with  an  E. 
Others  whom  I do  not  know  are  already  mixing.  I can  tell  we  aren't  in  for  an 
evening  of  TWISTER. 

Libby  also  greets  us  warmly.  This  (3rande  Dame  has  a twinkle  in  her  eye  and  the 
practiced  quality  of  putting  her  guests  at  ease.  Definitely,  a professional  at 
graciousness  and  warmth.  Feeling  more  confident,  we  enter  the  living  room  (or 
one  of  them  anyway)  where  we  are  intoduced  to  the  throng:  first,  Margo  Russell, 
late  of  COIN  WORLD,  now  with  the  ANS;  her  husband,  who  clearly  had  learned  long 
ago  to  look  interested  in  this  numismatic  stuff;  Harry  Fowler,  a distinguished 
New  York  gentleman  with  a royal  bearing,  a George  Hamilton  tan,  and  class  up  the 
wazoo.  Also  present  are  Dr.  Jim  Lock,  a professor  at  Cleveland  State  and  his 
wife.  Jim  is  a most  knowledgeable  numismatic  scholar  who  had  published  on 
ancients  during  the  mid  70's  in  WORLD  COINS  MAGAZINE.  Also  present  is  a very 
pleasant  gentleman,  who  smiles  a lot,  says  nothing,  and  Just  sort  of  disappears 
as  the  evening  develops.  Next,  we  meet  Ed  Hohertz  and  wife;  Ed  is  a chemistry 
teacher  of  20  years  at  a west  side  Cleveland  high  school,  truly  a Herculean 
accomplishment.  Then  comes  Sande  (with  an  E)  Ellnson;  We  are  introduced  to 
Molly  Offut,  a breathtaking  classical  beauty  who  looks  like  Katherine  Ross,  and  is 
the  chief  fundraiser  for  Holden  Arboretum,  the  nature  preserve  which  is  a major 
philanthropy  and  landholding  of  Mr.  Norweb  by  way  of  his  mother,  Emery  May  of 
numismatic  fame.  Holden  Arboretum  is  just  a skosh  larger  than  Liechtenstein. 
We  then  meet  Robert  Harrington,  a likeable  and  unpretentious,  but  solid  citizen 
with  a classical  numismatic  interest  - definitely  a no-nonsense,  no  affectation 
type;  we  later  learn  that  Bob  Is  Director  of  Research  for  a major  local 
manufacturer.  Another  invitee  Robert  McNamara,  founder  of  Heraldic  Art  Medals 
in  the  1960's  and  owner  of  a soon-to-be-signif leant  Saab. 

Appetizers,  (no  Jenos's  Pizza  Rolls  here)  and  drinks  are  offered,  and  consumed. 
Good  breeding  precludes  my  taking  the  whole  tray  of  those  suckers  and  scarfing 
them  down  on  the  spot. 


As  all  are  discussing  special  collecting  interests,  Margo  Russell  casually 
mentions  that  she  collects  numismatic  literature  - Volume  I,  Number  Ts.  Myron 
and  I undergo  a simultaneous  and  mutual  religious  experience.  Our  first  auction, 
in  preparation,  specifically  has  200  lots  of  same.  Margo  asks  for  our  card.  1 
casually  respond,  "Why  yes,  I do  think  I happen  to  have  one  with  me,"  leaving  me 
with  a paltry  199  more  in  my  wallet. 


After  a certain  time,  (old  money  doesn't  look  at  clocks,  evenings  like  this  are  an 
art  form  choreographed  by  masters)  we  are  gently  urged  by  the  Grand  Dame  to  the 
viewing  room  for  an  audiovisual  presentation  of  the  past,  present,  and  future 
plans  of  the  ANS.  The  photographic  slides  of  the  ANS  holdings  are 
heart-stopping.  The  breadth,  depth,  and  quality  of  the  ANS  collection  is 
mind-boggling.  Of  course,  my  pulse  races  when  slides  of  the  ANS  library  and 
literary  holdings  are  shown.  (Funny,  I don't  see  a single  Greysheet). 

Near  the  end  of  the  "show"  an  ominous  statement  of  the  need  to  RAISE  MONEY  is 
subliminally  recorded.  (Uh-oh,  this  ain't  no  MASTERCARD  and  K-MART  crew 
here.)  However,  as  promised  there  is  no  push  on  us  to  donate,  (somehow  the 
phrase  "blood  from  a turnip"  comes  to  mind)  merely  a sincere  attempt  to  get  our 
feedback  on  the  ANS  approach  to  increasing  membership. 

Meanwhile,  Harry  Fowler  comes  back  from  a long  distance  phone  call  announcing 
that  $50,000  has  just  been  donated,  and  that  Arthur  Houghton,  I believe,  has  just 
donated  another  10  grand.  (Well,  if  I don't  buy  cat  food  and  give  up  driving  for  a 
year,  naaaahh).  There  is  genuine  concern  that  the  ANS  does  need  millions  to 
maintain  and  service  its  operations,  to  grow,  to  research,  and  to  computerize.  At 
this  time  no-nonsense  Mr.  Harrington  asks,  "Why-in-the-hell  are  WE  here?"  It 
turns  out  that  we  are  all  the  ANS  members  in  Cleveland  or  at  least  those  who 
accept  the  invite  (Sorry  Mr.  Norweb,  I've  got  to  stay  home  and  watch  Kate  and 
Allie). 

Information  following  slide  presentation:  the  ANS  is  endowing  a chair  in 
American  numismatics  - long-overdue  and  welcome.  Also,  ANS  is  computerizing 
many  services,  so  in  three  years  (maybe)  anyone  (like  us,  for  instance)  can  reach 
the  ANS  library  by  using  a modem,  and  get  research  questions  answered  and  the 
like.  Oh  Brave  New  World.  Also,  ANS  is  planning  an  outreach  program  to  go  to 
the  people  outside  the  sovereign  nation  of  New  York.  Their  displays  and  plans 
seem  to  be  a bit  naive  as  they  ain't  goin'  where  the  potential  joiners  are.  It 
would  seem  that  they  should  have  booths  at  major  coin  shows  and  regional 
conventions  throughout  the  country  as  do  the  other  numismatic  organizations.  I 
boldly  go  where  no  man  has  gone  before  and  venture  that  opinion.  Thoughtful 
heads  nod  in  agreement.  Myron  mentions  that  even  though  the  ANS  booth  was 
manned  at  last  year"s  ANA,  no  one  seemed  interested  in  actually  signing  him  up 
despite  his  willingness  and  initiative.  That  incident  is  mentioned  to  Harry 
Fowler,  who  smiles  knowingly  and  promises  that  such  will  not  happen  again.  His 
steely  eyes  indicate  an  immediate  rectifying  of  that  problem. 

Mrs.  Norweb  issues  a benevolent  directive  that  we  go  to  the  dining  room  ( I must 
express  doubt  that  she  personally  sweated  over  the  family  hearth  cooking  this 
repast).  We  ease  into  the  dining  room  with  Myron  and  I exchanging  comments  that 
"this  could  be  the  start  of  something  big;  this  is  neat;  they  are  going  to  let  us 
stay."  The  Norwebs  have  to  be  magnificent  if  they  can  make  US  feel  at  ease. 
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Dinner  has  also  been  choreographed  as  we  are  seated  tor  optimum  witty 
conversational  patois.  Ed  the  Teacher  Is  on  my  left:  we  speak  of  the  Incongruity 
of  cafeteria  food  and  this  Epicurean  delight:  his  similar  feelings  that  his 
invitation  was  originally  a cruel  hoax:  and  our  mutual  Interest  in  the  esoterlca  of 
numismatic  literature  (those  damn  coin  books  - as  they  are  referred  to  by 
unsympathetic  and  beleaguered  spouses).  To  my  right  Is  Sandy  (with  an  E) 
Elinson,  whose  job  with  the  ANS  Is  to  travel,  to  do  PR,  and  to  promote  the  ANS 
fundraising  drive.  Her  previous  work  experience  had  been  fundraising  In  the  New 
York  arts  community.  She  strikes  me  as  being  quite  capable,  but  still  a bit  leary 
of  "numismatic"  people.  A lot  of  us  look  like  Gahan  Wilson  creations. 

EXTRA:  THE  MENU 

Appetizer  is  large  scallops  in  a cream  sauce  (great  dread,  I am  allergic  to 
everything  they  are  serving  and  am  worrying  that  I may  have  the  first  outbreak  of 
the  "green-apple-qulckstep"  ever  to  be  recorded  In  polite  society.)  "Alas  dear 
Colitis,  I knew  him  Horatio".  I bravely  Indulge.  Damn  the  Kaopectate,  full  speed 
ahead.  Or  course,  the  entire  dinner  is  magnificent.  Wine  in  crystal  goblets 
(naturally),  English  sterling  flatware  circa  1880,  China  reminiscent  of  the 
diplomatic  service.  Funny,  there  is  no  game  card  served  with  the  meal.  The  main 
course:  tournedos  de  boeuf  au  poivre  (four,  cut-em-with-a-fork),  two  brandled 
apple  rings,  and  pommes-de-terre  au  creme  (mashed  spuds).  Jeeves  appears  and 
offers  more  tournedos.  I wanted  to  say,  "Just  leave  the  whole  tray,  Mac."  In  the 
interest  of  suavete,  I pass.  My  Jabba-the-Hut  urge  Is  conquered  by  my  efforts  to 
maintain  my  pseudo-dignity.  Salad:  two  aesthetic,  endangered  species  of  greens, 
cherry  tomatoes,  fresh  mushrooms,  alfalfa,  some  unnamed  vegetation,  and  a 
delicate  creamy  Italian-type  dressing  (It  ain't  Wishbone).  Followed  by  croissants 
(Official  melt-in-the-mouthers),  followed  by  dessert:  a quarter  of  an  inch  high 
("it  was  a half  inch:  don't  lie,"  says  Myron)  pie-slice  size,  ambrosia, 
lemony-cheesy  pie  - the  caloric  content  the  same  number  as  the  national  debt  of 
Brazil. 

I notice  Molly  sitting  across  from  me  next  to  Myron  (the  fortuitous  rat)  in  mutual 
animated  social  Intercourse.  (Welcome  to  FAHNtasy  Island.)  We  learn  that  Harry 
Fowler  served  6 years  In  the  British  Army  In  WWII,  the  New  Yorker  a gallant 
volunteer.  Mrs.  Norweb  regaled  us  with  tales  of  father-in-law  Henry's 
diplomatic  service.  Bob  delights  us  with  tales  of  the  method  of  driving  a Greek 
quadriga.  Altogether  a charming,  disgustingly  civilized,  spiritually  uplifting 
gustatorlal  celebration. 

Mrs.  Norweb  tinkled  (with  her  crystal  bell)  us  into  the  living  room  for  coffee. 
Demi-tasses,  deml-spoons,  deml-napkins.  I Indulge.  Despite  the  risk  of 
potentially  catastrophic  digestive  consequences  from  coffee,  I feel  compelled  to 
partake  as  Jeeves  will  not  be  refused.  The  sugar  is  crystallized-brown-maple, 
which  doesn't  sweeten,  but  then  I would  consume  40-welght  motor  oil  and  find  it 
nectar-of-the-gods  in  my  evening's  rapture.  Myron  drops  his  spoon  onto  the 
oriental  rug  (or  did  It  fall  out  of  his  sleeve?).  We  hold  our  breaths,  expecting  to 
be  summarily  thrown  out  Into  the  snow  and  Immediately  banished  to  the 
hinterlands  for  this  gaffe.  Politely,  no  one  notices. 
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I learn  that  Harry  Fowler  just  ain't  some  handshaker:  he's  the  President  of  the 
whole  blessed  ANS,  and  R.  Henry  is  the  First  VP.  (I  do  so  hate  to  associate  with 
lackeys.)  After  dinner,  I gravitate  to  Molly  finding  her  with  Bob  and  Myron 
talking  about  books.  Turns  out  Molly's  husband  is  a member  of  the  local 
exclusive,  venerable,  exclusive,  prestigious,  and  exclusive  Rowfant  Society 
dedicated  to  the  aesthetic  appreciation  of  books,  bindings,  and  collecting.  The 
average  age  of  the  few  by-lnvltation-only  members  is  dead-for-two-years. 
Fascinating  discussion.  Molly's  husband  commuted  to  Washington  for  a 
once-a-week  bookbinding  course  given  by  the  Smithsonian.  I couldn't  have  gone;  I 
would  have  missed  "Bigtime  Wrestling". 

11:30  PM.  Most  are  leaving,  I am  worried.  In  30  minutes  I turn  back  into  a 
pumpkin.  As  we  say  our  civilized  goodbyes,  we  hand  out  a few  cards  (now  I've 
only  got  195  with  me),  and  give  out  a couple  of  our  fixed  price  catalogues,  which  "I 
Just  Happen  To  Have  With  Me."  Find  out  that  Harry  is  also  the  Chief  Executive 
Officer  of  Fiduciary  Trust  Company  in  New  York,  address:  2 World  Trade  Centerd). 
Oops  fcan't  leave.  It  seems  Saab  Bob  is  stuck  in  the  driveway.  Due  to  our  recent 
apocalyptic  precipitation,  we  risk  not  getting  out  until  the  late  summer.  Damn. 
Marooned  with  the  Norwebs  until  August.  Well,  stiff  upper  lip  and  all  that.  Wait, 
after  Henry  manipulates  the  elements  by  virtue  of  his  unity  with  the  universe, 
Saab  Bob  is  off  with  Mr.  and  Mrs.  Russell  in  tow.  Myron  and  I,  still  giddy  over 
our  Midspring's  Night's  Dream,  follow  while  recording  our  observations  on  tape. 
You  don't  think  the  Russians  have  us  bugged,  do  you?  Oops  again,  Saab  Baab  is 
stopped  in  front  of  us.  Dead  alternator.  Can  we  take  Margo  and  hubby  to  their 
motel?  (What  do  you  think  we  are,  some  feelthy,  stinking  taxi  service?)  We 
generously  and  altruistically  offer  our  assistance.  As  Myron  pops  the  trunk,  I 

clear  the  toxic  waste  from  the  back  seat,  depositing  the  junque  in  the  trunque. 

» 

We  graciously  escort  Margo  and  spouse  to  the  car.  Fortunately,  body  rust  is  not 
visible  inside  the  car.  More  witty  conversation.  Margo  is  grateful,  wants  to  keep 
in  touch.  We  drop  our  passengers  at  the  local  Harley  House  Motel  with  the 
obligatory  comments  about  the  vagaries  of  Cleveland  weather  (see  SNOW  BELT). 

POST  PARTUM 

Myron  and  I end  our  episode  of  the  Twilight  Zone  at  Denny's  partaking  in  pie  and 
beverage,  refills  free.  Kind  of  a spiritual  reentry  to  the  world  of  the  unwashed 
masses  at  the  Church  of  the  Proletariat. 

In  sum,  (not  to  be  confused  with  Dim  Sum),  good  food,  wonderful  fellowship,  great 
plans,  ideas,  and  dreams  and  schemes.  Some  new  acquaintances.  An  evening  of 
genuine  numismatic  fellow-(and  lady-)ship.  (Personship?)  Retrospectively  we 
recall  that  certain  words  never  came  up  (neither,  in  fact,  did  dinner)  all  night, 
words  like:  investment,  certified,  bid,  MS-65.  Regrets. ..we  have  a few,  but  then 
again  (Do  I hear  Sinatra?)...  We  never  got  to  see  Mr.  Norweb's  library  though  a 
glimmer  of  it  tantalized  us  from  the  foyer.  "But,  Myron,  Henry  did  say  he  hoped 
to  see  us  again  soon." 

As  we  fade  into  to  sunset,  I hear  music,  "If  they  could  see  us  now " 
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THOUGHTS  ON  THORBURN''S, 

A GUIDE  TO  THE  COINS 

or  GREAT  BRITAIN. 


One  of  the  things  we  want  to  do  In  OUT  ON  A LIMB  is  to  share  items  we  find  in 
doing  research  and  In  cataloguing.  Among  the  things  I would  be  more  than  happy 
to  share  with  you  are  my  allergies  to  dust  and  mildew,  a similar  affliction  to 
being  a coin  certifier  with  astigmatism  and  cataracts.  Anyway,  In  cataloguing  A 
GUIDE  TQ  THE  COINS  OF  GREAT  BRITAIN  AND  IRELAND,  by  Col.  W.  Stewart 
Thorburn  (1888,  second  edition),  1 found  his  Introduction  to  have  some  fascinating 
suggestions  and  comments.  So,  because  Myron  said  that  I can  put  everything  1 
know  about  numismatic  literature  In  O.O.A.L.,  and  then,  I realized  that  would  mean 
mailing  out  a bunch  of  blank  pages,  I got  this  neat  Idea;  I'll  copy  something 
written  by  some  dead  guy  who  can't  punch  me  In  the  snoot  for  being 
condescending. 

All  seriousness  aside,  as  Steve  Allen  says,  we  each  found  this  Interesting  and 
since  you're  getting  this  gratis,  we  hope  you  read  It  before  you  put  your  new 
puppy  on  it.  I know  of  one  reader  who  got  an  advanced  copy  of  this  and 
specifically  went  out  and  bought  a bird  just  to  have  a birdcage  In  the  bottom  of 
which  to  put  this.  (See  what  I have  to  go  through  not  to  end  a sentence  with  a 
preposition.) 

Briefly,  Thorburn,  son  of  a barrister  (Maybe  that's  what  those  Initials  stand  for) 
and  grandson  of  a minister,  given  the  advantages  of  the  best  preparatory 
education  In  Scotland,  enlisted  In  the  army,  rose  through  the  ranks,  served  in 
India,  and  was  on  his  way  to  a major  post  In  Ireland  when  he  suffered  a pulmonary 
embolism  and  died  at  48  without  seeing  the  book,  which  he  had  spent  two  years 
writing,  reach  print.  By  the  way,  in  the  army  he  was  a paymaster  not  Errol  Flynn. 
A eulogy  written  at  the  beginning  refers  to  him  as  a man  of  genial  nature  and  high 
character. 

Col.  Thorburn's  comments  follow;  my  rude  comments  are  In  parentheses. 

This  work  has  been  prepared  with  the  object  of  supplying  In  a single  volume 
a guide. ..at  once  accurate,  complete  and  cheap.  With  regard  to  the  valuation 
of  coins,  a few  remarks  may  not  be  out  of  place.  Persons  residing  in  the 
country,  who  have  not  had  the  opportunity  of  attending  sales  or  examining 
choice  collections,  are  liable  to  deceive  themselves  and  others  with  respect 
to  the  pecuniary  value  of  coins.  Referring  to  a paragraph  in  the  newspaper 
or  to  a priced  catalogue  of  some  distinguished  collection,  they  find  that  a 
certain  piece  has  been  sold  for  a certain  sum,  and  immediately  conclude  that 
(the  following  emphasis  mine)  EVERY  PIECE  OF  A SIMILAR  DESCRIPTION 
MUST  BE  WORTH  AS  MUCH  OR  PERHAPS  MORE  ...not  being  aware  of  the 
circumstance  or  that  the  unusual  state  of  Its  preservation,  or  some 
accidental  competition  between  rival  collectors,  has  carried  the  piece 
beyond  normal  limits.  (Aren't  you  glad  that  we've  advanced  beyond  that? 
How  naive  they  were.) 


A hint  may  be  given  to  the  young  collector  as  to  the  arrangement  and 
preservation  of  his  coins.  They  should  be  kept  in  a cabinet  of  mahogany,  oak,  or 
walnut  wood  having  shallow  trays  pierced  with  circular  spaces  ...  to  hold  the 
coins.  The  trays  should  be  made  of  mahogany,  not  cedar,  as  it  has  been  found 
that  the  surface  of  copper  coins  is  inXired  by  contact  with  cedar-wood. 

(I  like  this  next  part.)  If  It  is  necessary  to  clean  copper  or  bronze  coins,  a 
soft  brush  should  be  used  with  plain  soap  and  tepid  or  warm  water,  but  no  soda. 
Having  washed  the  coins  carefully,  they  should  be  dried  by  being  placed  in 
boxwood  sawdust:  then  the  sawdust  should  be  brshed  off  with  a very  soft  brush. 
The  secret  of  success  is  not  in  the  washing,  but  in  the  drying  process.  The  box 
containing  the  sawdust  may  be  heated  in  an  oven  before  being  used  (Yo,  Myrtle, 
what's  the  microwave  setting  for  sawdust?)  as  sawdust  will  dry  more  quickly 
when  hot  than  cold.  The  same  sawdust,  if  kept  free  from  dust  and  dirt,  will  last 
for  several  years.  (Herbert,  you  foul-up,  get  your  coins  out  of  the  ashes  in  Uncle 
Egbert's  urn!) 

(Thorburn  then  quotes  from  Hawkins',  The  Silver  Coins  of  England.)  "It  is 
quite  unnecessary  here  to  expatiate  upon  the  pleasure. ..to  be  derived  from  the 
study  and  collecting  of  coins....  To  the  utilitarian,  who  demands  an  explanation  of 
the  use  of  the  study  of  coins,  it  is  vain  to  attempt  a reply;  the  pursuit,  it  must 
be  acknowledged,  removes  no  physical  necessities,  supplies  no  animal  wants;  it 
neither  clothes  the  naked  not  feed  the  hungry:  its  votaries  are  content  with  its 
affording  them  an  agreeable  and  Innocent  occupation  for  their  leisure  hours...." 

Finally,  at  the  back  of  Thorburn's  book  is  a listing  of  important  coin  sales  in 
England  from  1854  to  1888.  In  the  listing  of  55  major  sales,  most  of  which  lasted 
three  days  on  the  average,  the  first  auction  he  mentioned  was  the  1854  Sotheby 
sale  of  the  J.D.  Cuff  (a  long-time  Bank  of  England  employee)  Collection.  The  sale 
brought  in  7054  pounds,  more  than  any  of  the  following  listed  54  sales.  The  sale 
of  the  2502  lot  collection  is  especially  noteworthy  as  it  took  18  days.  However, 
the  specific  sale  dates  were  June  8-10,  12-17,  26-30,  and  July  1,  3-5,  so  it  was 
really  spread  out  over  28  days. 

Just  think  of  the  havoc  a sale  like  that  would  wreak  today.  During  that  month 
four  Greysheets,  one  Monthly  Summary,  one  Certified  Coin  Dealer  Newsletter,  and 
a fistful  of  monthly  investment  letters  would  all  have  come  out.  There  would 
probably  be  three  or  four  new  grading  services  created.  Dave  Bowers  would  have 
written  three  books  about  the  sale,  not  counting  four  articles  for  Coin  World. 
Franz  Pick  would  view  the  sale  as  proof  that  gold  Is  going  to  three  grand  an  ounce 
and  that  the  dollar  is  in  its  death  throes.  Armand  Champa  will  have  bought  the 
bid  book. 

Can  you  imagine  a month  long  A.N.A.  auction?  Can  you  imagine  what  every  coin 
dealer's  wardrobe  would  look  like  at  the  end  of  a month?  Can  you  imagine  what 
every  coin  dealer  would  look  like?  By  the  last  session,  even  a Mother  Theresa 
would  be  smoking  cigars,  have  high  blood  pressure,  and  be  using  phrases  like 
"investment  portfolio",  "wonder  coin",  and  "triple  bid".  The  Money  Tree  would 
offer  in  a literature  auction  the  Cuff  collection  catalogue  for  $20.00  and  by  the 
time  I'd  get  done  running  off  at  the  word  processor,  we'd  have  a one  hundred  page 
catalogue  with  just  the  one  lot. 
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THE  MONEY  TREE  GOES  OUT  ON  A LIMB 


Because  of  the  pleasure  we  get  from  numismatic  literature,  we  want  to  share 
some  of  our  discoveries  with  you: 

1.  We  Just  ran  across  some  columns  written  by  a guy  with  a neat  future  in 
numismatic  research,  Wally  Breen.  He  seems  to  be  a bit  green  yet:  if  he 
gets  some  attention,  he  might  make  a real  Impact  on  our  hobby.  Keep  an 
eye  on  this  comer. 

2.  We  also  received  a glossy  fixed  price  list  from  a new  company  in  New 
Hampshire.  I noticed  that  one  of  the  owners,  David  Q.  Bowers,  seems  to 
have  authored  a bunch  of  books.  If  there's  one  thing  I can't  stand,  It  Is  a 
show-off.  He's  probably  one  of  those  guys  with  the  shirt  unbuttoned  to 
his  navel,  a bunch  of  gold  chains,  a Rolex,  and  moussed  hair;  you  know 
the  type.  I think  the  guy's  a flash-ln-the-pan. 

3.  Buy-of-the-week.  Just  got  an  Insider  tip.  Remember  where  you  heard 
It!  Churchill  Crowns.  Listen!  Major  country:  one-year  type:  crown 
sized:  we  understand  it  was  named  after  that  race  track  in  Kentucky 
where  they  hold  the  Derby.  Get  In  on  the  ground  floor  on  this  puppy 
before  the  big  boys  run  the  price  up. 

4.  Hint-of-the-week:  to  keep  your  records  right  out  front  where  it's  handy, 
put  one  of  those  permanent  adhesive  labels  on  the  cover  of  each  of  your 
valuable  coin  books.  That  way  you  can  always  find  how  much  everything 
cost.  Make  sure  that  label  Is  stuck  on  really  well,  so  that  nothing  will 
remove  it.  It  must  be  a good  Idea:  half  of  the  books  that  are  offered  to 
us  have  those  suckers  on  'em. 


QUESTIONS 


1.  Where  is  Don  Taxay?  What  is  he  doing  now? 

2.  During  the  mid  to  late  1960s,  Dave  Hess  of  Baton  Rouge,  Louisiana  producea  a 
group  of  wonderful  Informative  fixed  price  lists  primarily  offering  English 
hammered  coinage.  What  is  he  doing  now? 

3.  Is  there  a more  respected,  finer  gentleman  in  all  of  numismatics  than  Charlie 
’ Wolfe? 

4.  How  do  we  know  that  God  has  a sense  of  humor?  He  makes  our  Interest  in 
numismatic  literature  Increase  Inversely  to  the  weakness  of  our  eyes.  By  the 
way,  do  you  know  where  I can  get  a pair  of  quadrifocals? 

5.  Why  can't  people  understand  that  paying  $600  for  a plated  Chapman  is 
perfectly  reasonable,  but  that  anyone  who  pays  over  $2.00  for  a pair  of  socks  is 
crazy? 
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